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Mr. Ego 


Christian was crashing over at Niklas’ place and for a very weird reason so. Niklas had invited him over some 
ridiculous excuse among the lines of: "I'm developing a fear of the dark" or "I think there's someone in my 
house and | need a buddy". The bassist didn't think much of it, though. He thought the singer's pills are 
developing some ridiculous side effects again, so as stupid as Niklas’ excuses were, he still thought he could be 


of help. It's not like he had something much better to do. 


Crashing over at Niklas' place was like babysitting a child. One had to make sure he is always entertained, fed, 
loaded with whiskey and cigarettes and probably mentally stable enough in order to be capable of shoving his 
pills down his throat, in case he refuses to take them. 


The case for Christian wasn't much different, considering he was now sent to buy more booze and some other 
groceries. He didn't really mind that much, though. If he couldn't take much care of his own self, at least he 
could take care of a friend..if one could call Niklas that. 


The young man walked into the temple of depression and despair, aka. Niklas house, with two shopping bags in 
his hands and his sight to the ground. He thoughtfully left the bags on the kitchen counter and headed for the 
living room. He was just about to shout "Nik, I'm back" (which disturbingly sounded like "honey, l'm home") when 


he heard a voice coming from the living room. Christian's beautiful facial features crooked into a puzzled 
expression. Who was Niklas talking to? He should be alone. Curiosity took over the blond man's thoughts and he 


sharpened his sense of hearing. 
"And what do you think about it? Do you think I'm crazy?" Christian heard Niklas ask, but no one responded. 


"And no, I'm not gay. | know how this sounds, but..it's not just the looks. He's not even that handsome." There 
was a short pause and Christian's eyebrows wriggled, revealing both confusion and amusement. What was that 


sick fuck talking about and who was he talking to? 


"Ok, ok, you got me. He's probably the most handsome motherfucker I've ever laid my eyes upon" No answer 
again. The glass of curiosity was already full and overflowing, so the bassist couldn't stop himself from peeking. 
He cautiously looked from behind the door frame and imagine his surprise when he saw no other human being 
in the room besides Niklas himself. The singer was kneeling on the floor with arms resting on the sofa, where 
in front of him lied his cat - Miss Katze Kvarforth. It seemed to be sleeping and ignoring him, but there was 
nobody else he could potentially be talking to. Chris even forced his sight to see if Niklas' phone was lying 


somewhere around him and if it was a phone conversation, but..there was no phone. 


"I thought | just enjoy his company. After all, we've spent so much time together, but things are getting so 
fucking fucked! Don't you understand, Miss Katze," Niklas whined and confirmed Christian's suspicions that the 
singer is actually talking to his cat, "lim thinking about fucking him. | imagine him all bloody and writhing under 
me, | imagine him begging me to stop, but | also imagine cradling him in my arms and running my fingers 
through his silky, blond, angelic hair. I'm not supposed to think those things, l'm not supposed to feel these 
things! | like women! Not Christian - women!" Niklas almost sobbed and the bassist's jaw dropped to the ground. 
All he had just heard was about him. Suddenly, the invitation to stay over made perfect sense. 


"What am | supposed to do, Katze? | thought | couldn't get any fucking sicker than that, but there | fucking 
am!" And so, dumbfounded, the young man decided he had heard enough. He didn't even know how he felt about 
all of this. He walked down into the living room, catching Kvarforth completely off-guard. Niklas turned his head 
and looked up at Chris as if he had just seen the rebirth of god. Chris looked at Niklas with his arms crossed, 
then he looked at Katze and back to Niklas. 


"Were you talking to your cat?" The bassist's eyebrows wriggled in suspicion, but the tone of his voice was 


mocking. 


"Of course | was talking to my cat. This is the furry love of my life! Why wouldn't | be talking to her?" The 


singer explained, sounding almost disappointed, as if this was the most normal thing ever. 


"No, | mean like leading an actual conversation with her. It is more of a monologue in this case, but you get the 


picture." 


"What are you implying?" Niklas squinted suspiciously. 


"Oh, I'm not implying anything. I'm asking a straightforward question, because," Chris leaned forward a bit, as 


for Niklas to hear him better, "I heard you, Nik," Niklas was dumbfounded. 

"H-How much did you hear?" He stuttered. 

‘I'm pretty sure | heard enough," the bassist smirked. For the first time he wasn't the victim and it felt good. 
He felt he should take advantage of the situation, it was about time he turned it back to Niklas for all the 
times he had been in the way of fire. 

"So, you want to fuck me until I'm begging you to stop and then run your fingers through my ‘silky, blond, 
angelic' hair?" The bassist recited dramatically and Kvarforth miserably ran his hands all over his face. He felt 
almost humiliated. It was a long time since he had last felt this way and he would have laughed had anyone told 
him the next person to make him feel this way would be motherfucking Christian 


"Yes, yes indeed," the singer found his strength after a deep exhale. 


"Doesn't sound very good from aside, does it?" The blond man knelt next to Niklas so their eyes could meet at 


the same level. 

"Don't you dare fucking tease me about it, Larsson" Kvarforth clenched his teeth 

"Tease you about what? There are many gay men all over the world” 

"Didn't it occur to you that | could be bi, even though Im fucking not?" 

"You're not? And that would explain why you want to fuck me." Chris replied sarcastically. 


"Fucking hell, Larsson, you're driving me insane!" Niklas shouted. "But maybe that's why | fancy you," he 


whispered calmly. 

"Oh, so now you like me? What happened to the hate?" 

"Didn't | feed your ego enough already?" Niklas grunted as if he was scolding himself. 

"Alright, I'll ask again later." 

"So? What do we do?" Kvarforth asked somewhat hopefully after a short pause. 

"Nothing," Chris answered as if it was obvious. He definitely didn't share Niklas’ feelings, besides he enjoyed 
treating him like he had been treated. "Let's let time decide, shall we?" Chris patted him friendly on the 


shoulder and rose to his feet. He headed for the kitchen with a smirk. He was enjoying this way too much. 


"You'll be sorry for this, Larsson!" Niklas shouted after him in his pain of rejection. "Your ass will be mine and 


then you'll be sorry," he muttered to himself and cracked his knuckles in determination to get what he wants... 


sooner or later... 


